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IF POP GAYNES MOYES TO BUCKTOWN 
WE'LL NEVER GET TO SEE HIM, BUT 
IF THE DOCTOR SOYS IT'LL BE A 
BETTER CLIMATE FOR HIM, THAT'S 
THE IMPORTANT THIN© / WE CAN 
MAIL- HIS PENSION CHECK TO HIM.' 



POP WILL SURE BE 
GLAD TO HEAR THAT. 1 
NOW I'D 8STTER 
60 BACK AND START 
PACKING .' WE LEAVE 
IN THE MORNING 



TELL POP ALL HIS 
FRIENDS WILL BE THERE 
TO SAY GOODBYE IN 
THE MORNING 
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HE NEXT MORNING. 



THERE'S NO ONE HERE, BUT I 
FOUND THIS NOTE.' *PEAR MflTOR : 
I'M SORRY WE COULDN'T WAIT TO 
SAY G OOPS YE, BUT POP INSISTED 
ON LEAVING FOR BUCKTOWN AS 
SOON AS I RETURNED" FROM YOUR 
OFFICE YESTERDAY.' CSIGNED) 
BUD PRESCOTT 



1 



THAT DOESN'T 
SOUND LIKE POP 
HE WOULD NEVER 
GO AWAY WITHOUT 
SAYINO 0OOPBYE TO 
HIS OLP FRIENDS.' 
1 TELL YUH SOME- 
THIN© PHONY'S 
COINS ON 



WE ALL FEEL THE WAY YOU DO, 
TED .' I'M GOING TO SEND FOR 
LASH URUE/ 




)OMETIME LATER. 

"-AND WHILE WAITING FOR YOU, 
LASH, WE CHECKED WITH THE FEW 
DOCTORS IN TOWN AND FOUND 
THAT NOT ONE OF THEM ORPERED 
POP TO LEAVE TOWN .' IN FACT, 
NONE OF THEM HAP SEEN HIM 
IN A MONTH.' 

veTf r 



IT DOESN'T MAKE 
SENSE, BUT THEN POP 
COULD HAVE HAD A 
DOCTOR IN FROM ONE 
OF THE NEIGHBORING 
TOWNS 





THIS IS DEFINITELY WORTH 
CHECKING INTO.' LET'S HIT 
THE TRAIL FOR BUCKTOWN. 





KEP-CTMH 





FEW DAYS LATER, IN BUCKTOWN.... 



THIS 15 THE PLACE WE'RE LOOKING 
FOR, RUSH, AND IT CERTAINLY IS A S TAKE IT 
MIGHTY FINE LOOKING OLP T-rrtrm\ EASY, I'M 





LASH LaRUE / what 
ARE YUH DOING HYAR ? 
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EH--ER--HE' 
SLEEPING 
RIoHT NOW, 
AND THE 
DOCTOR LEFT 
ORVERS F£R 
HIM NOT TO BE 
DISTURBED.' 




NOBOPY CAN ARGUE 
WITH DOCTOR'S ORDERS 
IF THEY WERE REALLY 
GIVEN .' AND THAT'S 
WHAT I'VE SOT TO 
FIND OUT.' 

IT SO HAPPENS THAT 
I STUDIED MEDICINE AND 
I'D LIKE TO EXAMINE 

THE EX-SHERIFF.' 



I'M CONVINCED THAT 
SOMETHING IRREGULAR 
IS GOING ON.' IF NOT, 
BUD WOULDN'T HAYE 
BEEN AFRAID TO LET 
ME LOOK AT POP.' 







-O 




NOW TO 5EE 
*k CAN FIND 




»5UT AFTER THE ROVING MARSHAL MAKES A THOROUGH 
SEARCH.... 





I ORDERED YUH TO 
KEEP OUT OF HYAR, 
LAHUE 




EITHER VOU PRODUCE POP 
6AYNES IMMEDIATELY, OR I'M 
GOING TO LOCK YOU UP ON A 
-^J^K CHARGE OF MURPER . 




ALL RIGHT' I WANTED TO SPARE EVERYONE'S 
FEELINGS, BUT YUH ASKED PER THIS.' POP WENT 

OUT OF HIS MIND AND I'VE SOT TO KEEP K!M 
LOCKED UP IN A SECRET ROOM.' THAT'S 
WHY I MOVED OUT OF CEDAR PINES.' 
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YUH CAN SEE fm YORESEIF.' HYAR, t*l 

open the secret panel .' 



9 



Ha 



v 



NOW I RECKON 
I CAN SO ON 
COLLECTING 
THOSE PENSION 
CHECKS.' 



7 



YUH'LL FINP HIM IN THE SECRET 
ROOM POWNSTAIR5.' ... — <* 



PARK 



0 



Si 



I'M 



FALLING J 



NO ONE CAN HELP YUH NOW.' 
THIS HOUSE WAS BUILT BY AN 
OLD PIRATE WHO GOT RIP OF 
ALL HIS ENEMIES BY TOSSING 
^THEM POWN INTO THAT AIRLESS 
PIT.' IT'S ONLY A MATTER OF 
TIME BEFORE YUH 
SUFFOCATE .' 



.... ANP WHEN 
HE REGAINS 
CONSCIOUSNESS _ 



AIR IS 
GETTING 
BAP IN HERE.' 
IF I PON'T 
GET OUT SOON, 
I'LL SUF- 
FOCATE/ 



mteH LARUE 
HASN'T EARNEP THE 
TITLE OF THE KING 
OF THE BULLWHIP 
FOR NOTHING .' 



I 



t^*HE PALL KNOCKS LASH OUT. 



THE 
TROUBLE 
IS THERE 
POESN'T 
SEEM TO BE 
ANY WAY OUT 
EXCEPT THROUGH 
THAT SECRET 
PANEL ABOVE.' 
THE BULLWHIP'S 
MY ONLY HOPE ' 
OF REACHING IT.' 

T77 
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ONE RING IN EVERY BOX , 
OF RAISIN BRAN j 



Pan- Am*r icon 
DwbU OKk 
Clipper 



WHAT YOU ©IT! Open a box of Kellogg's 
Raisin Bran and get your prize! A bright- 
colored genuine plastic ring with a picture on 
top! Pictures of airplanes, cowboys, Indians, 
sport stars, movie stars! These prize picture 
rings fit any finger! Most important, you get 
this double-treat: plump honeycomb raisins, wona-oH.ndVi. 
with Kellogg's nourishing golden-crisp flakes! j^SSgESitai 




Geno Tunnsy — 
Ex-H««vyw.iflhi ^ 
Chomp * 



Oeualoi DC-6 




Surprise— entirely new series 
of prizes coming soon! 




LASH LaRUE WESTERN 




J 1 ^ — ' .ijjji: — ' — ■ • !.■. » ■ " — * — 
•eaas— _ .-.f.v=- — — «— . — 




LOOK fOR EACH EXCITING K$UE ON YOUR FAVORITE NEWSSTAND IOC 




"POPSIUE PETE". P0P51CLE ■. 'FUOCSICLE CREAMSICI F" >un -.„„„„ — "P* 

»Mi »ffer H limits to the U. S. mi po !se!s ic„ s 'ond i ™id »„d „„..,..!<!, 7 "T""" '""'* m ° ^k, of M " l0E L0WE C08P0MTI0N, H. Y 1 N Y 
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I KNOW.' IT'S REALLY Mvl 
COUSIN FILTHY JOE'S 
SWEATER .' HE AMP THE 
SWEATER ARE EXACTLY 
ALIKE 
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HOLD ON, PU5T Y .' I JUST GOT AN IPEA.' 
IF YO'RE COINS HUNTING » WHY DON»T 
yUH TRY TO SHOOT POYVN THAT WILD 
WOLF PACK THAT'S BEEN ATTACKING 
ALL THE CATTLE IN THESE HYAR 
PARTS ? 




CERTAINLY.' WHY, ALL THE FOLKS 
AROUNP HYAR WOULD GIVE 
YUH GIFTS ,< 



BUT THE PfcQWERS ) NO, BUT IF 
WOULON»T BE ^ \ WENT AFTER 




t \ 
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J£2&2E8 l CM SEE SOMEONE 
oi^ C A R , RVING ON A TERRIFIC 
RACKET I A WIOOW MIGHT BE 
AFRAID TO OPEN A DOOR FOR A 
STRANGE SALESMAN, BUT NOT FOR 
A SALESLADY.' 
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TULSA i GOPHER GULCH AnT^T^" 
P| NE BUSH I THE WAY THEY'RE 7^ 
WORKING, I'D SAY THEIR NEXT L W* 0 " 
5 T OP 5H ° ULD BE PRAIRIE vfiioO*'"** /ft 

action ; — __L^tf \&&? 



$1 



5c 



THAT'S RIGHT, LASH .' 
AND THAT'S WHERE 
YOU'RE GOING ' 



OKAY, CHIEF/ 



LET'S HIT THE 
TRAIL, RUSH » 



i 



Ira pg 



v 



LWeR.AT THE PRAIRIE JUNCTION JAILHOUSE- 



I DION T TAKE NOTICE OF L DO YOU HAVe AW 
ANY SALESLADY RIDING **\ WEALTHY WtMw<; 

ffi^ N ' LASH 1 8UT THEN,\ IN TOWN ^ 
THERE ARE MANY TRAILS 

LEADING INTO PRAIRIE 

. JUNCTION i. 



YES!. WIOOW SANDERS IS WORTH A~l 
FORTUNE IN UeWELRY ALONE > J 



SHE LIVES IN THE BIG HOUSE 
ABOVE THE RIOSE f 
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LET'S HIT THE TRAIL BACK TO 
WIDOW SANDERS' PLACE .' 




When the roving marshal arrives thsrh 



I'll have you free im a , 
moment, mrs. sanders. i was 
too late to stop yukon here , 
but i'll catcw up to him .' 




THE NEW TOWN 15 ClDERVlLLE I 
THAT'S WHERE WE'RE HEADING, 
RUSH i m THE TRAIL .' 



Soon i in ciderville 



WIDOW SUMMERS IS THE 
RICHEST WIDOW IN TOWM, 
8UT WHY DO YOU ASK, 
STRANGER ? 



LATER, AT WIDOW SUMMERS — 



BEFORE I TRY TO SELL YOU SOME 
POTS AND PANS, WIDOW SUMMERS, 
I WONDER IF r COULD TROUSLE 

VUH FER A GLASS r — ■ — T~ 

OF WATER? y— — ^ ITP BE .MO 



'TROUBLE .' I HAVE 
SOME WATER RIGHT 
HERE 1 _ 
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I PECKOM YOU OUTLAWS WILL NEVER 
LEARN THtfT yOU CAN'T WIN 
LEADING A LIFE OF CRIME *' COME 
ON.' VOU 'RE 6OIN6 TO JAIL] 




Star of Western Adventures Production!, hi coming toot* In ■ 
KING OF THE BULL WHIP I Watch for It at your local theatre 

LASH LaRUE h currently playing at your favorito movie house in i 

THE THUNDERING TRAIL «fc MARK OF THE LASH 

<fr VANISHING OUTPOST FRONTIER REVENGE 

DEAD MAN'S GOLD -fr SON OF A BAD MAN 

Wafch for ffce losh laRve Television Show: TALIS Of FAMOUS OUTLAWS! 




LAYER AT SUNDOWN 




IT WAS nearing sundown as Dusty Pike 
rode through the pass and headed onto the 
lonely trail that led toward Twin Forks. He 
was weary from long hours in the saddle, and 
his mount was moving with the leaden strides 
of a very tired pony. 

"I've a notion to flop off right here and 
bed down for the night in those pine needles. 
How do you feel about it, boy?" A man who 
talks to himself is crazy, but a man who talks 
to his horse is only doing what comes naturally. 

The animal snorted and came to a halt. He 
didn't understand the words, but he had a 
feeling from the tone of voice that maybe 
they were going to rest now and he was all 
for it. The rider was no longer urging him 
on and on and on. 

Before dismounting, Dusty gave the land- 
scape a sweeping glance in the manner of a 
trail-wise man. Many dangers could lurk in 
these lonely hills and it was always smart to 
see everything before separating yourself from 
your cayuse. 

His head turned slowly, then his glance was 
arrested. He gazed in awe and wonderment 
and recognition. The setting sun was tinting 
the peaks of the distant mountains in myriad 
colors that were dazzlingly beautiful. He 
swelled his chest as if to breathe in the spec- 
tacle. For six months he had been away in 
the vast, alkalai plains back yonder; for six 
months he had missed the glory of the sunset 
in the Twin Forks country; and in those six 
months he had almost forgotten what it was 
like. 

As if by a miracle, new life flowed through 
his veins and his tired feeling vanished. This 
was his homeland, where he had been born 
and reared. He would ride on the last few 
miles into Twin Forks, he would see Ma and 
Pa and Jake and Ned and Sheriff Barley and 
all his other old friends. He knew now that 
the happy reunion just couldn't wait till 
morning. 

"Get a-movin', boy!" he cried, and the ex- 
citement of his voice worked liked magic to 
put new life in the tired horse, too. They 
loved steadily forward, and as they drew 



nearer and nearer to Twin Forks, Dusty saw 
more and more familiar landmarks. They were 
signs that he was going to be "home" again 
and his heart overflowed with joy. 

He had perhaps a half-mile more to cover 
when, in the fading twilight, he spotted the 
white paper tacked to a tree. 

Dusty chuckled. 

"Sheriff Barley's been out this way," he 
thought, "puttin* up one of his dodgers. Won- 
der who's wanted now, and for what?" 

Curiosity caused him to halt before the hand- 
bill. He read: 

WANTED 
William "Dusty" Pik* 
FOR MURDER 

In the darkness. Dusty crept stealthily to- 
ward the shack that loomed like a mess of 
black in the clearing just ahead. A* h« had 
figured, Ned Gunder wasn't home, which was 
just as well. 

Dusty had known Ned as long as h» could 
remember, and Ned was a creature of habit. 
Ned, a trapper, worked diligently by day. And 
every night he went into town to play poker 
with the boys. That was habit. Another habit 
Ned had was saving everything, including hitt 
weekly newspaper, The Clarion. This was what 
Dusty was counting on now. 

At first, the shock of seeing his own name 
on a poster as WANTED FOR MURDER 
had almost paralyzed Dusty. He had gazed 
dumbly at the dodger until the fading sun 
made it impossible for him to read any more. 
He had speculated. Hoped. Perhaps there was 
another man in the territory with the identical 
name of William Dusty Pike. That was a pos- 
sibility, but he had to be sure. Once his mind 
cleared from the stunning shock, he took the 
action that seemed best. He headed for Ned's 
shack and a look at old copies of The Clarion, 

The door was unlocked and the pile of news- 
papers was there. Dusty lighted the oil lamp 
and set it on the rough hewn table. He placed 
a pile of newspapers on the table and sat facing 
the only window in the full light of the lamp. 
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Th« chance of discovery wm nil, he felt. No- 
body would be around in this woods at night. 

Feverishly he scanned the papers until he 
found what he sought. It was shocking! The 
man who had been killed was his old friend, 
Sheriff Barley. It had happened on the very 
day that Dusty left town six months ago. And 
an anonymous note to the Deputy Sheriff had 
accused him, William Dusty Pike, of the kill- 
ing. One man was dead; one man had left 
tgwn. It was incontrovertible evidence! 

A crackling twig was the warning. Instinc- 
tively, Dusty flopped from the chair and hit 
the earthen floor as a shot cracked and a sing- 
ing .44 slug passed above his head. 

A moment later, Ned Gunder burst in the 
door. "Dusty, old pard! Thundering heavens, 
I nearly killed you! Are you all right? I didn't 
hit you, did I? Saw somebody in here and 
thought it was a prowler. Never expected to 
tee yr>:\\" 

"Vto okay, Ned," said Dusty. "I figured you 
wouldn't mind if I came in and I looked at 
your t<id papers to read about the murder I'm 
tuppoatd to have committed!" 

"li.i'i that awful!" exclaimed Ned. "I never 
beii#vtd you did it, old friend. But the town 
!• smighty certain of it If you showed your 
lac*, you'd be lynched in a minute. It's good 
you dtopped here. If I was you I'd high-tail 
it away mighty fast!" 

"That's good advice," said Dusty. "But I'm 
plumb wore out and I know you won't mind 
letting an old frier.J bunk here for the night 
till I get some strength back in my bones. 
By the v/py, how come you're home so early? 
No poker?" 

"Oh, a frame started all right, but some of 
the boys kind of hinted that I was cheatin' 
ami I got up and cleared out. I hate trouble 
like that!" 

"Don't blame you!" said Dusty. "Well, Tm 
so doggone tired I'm going to curl right up 
here on the floor in front of the door and get 
me some sleep. You ain't really harboring a 
murderer, Ned. You know I didn't kill the 
lawman." 

"Of course, of course!" exclaimed Ned. 
Dusty was so weary that he slept, but it 



was an uneasy, fitful sleep. For he had th* 

certain feeling about his "friend" Ned that 
wasn't good ! , 

It was sunset again. Dusty and Ned had 
paused, high on the trail, almost in the identi- 
cal spot where Dusty had viewed the glorious 
sight in the day before with his heart full of 
happiness at homecoming. "Mighty nice of you 
to ride this far with m^on my getaway," said 
Dusty. 

"Nothing! Nothing at all!" declared Ned. 
"A friend ain't a friend if he don't stick by 
a pard who's in trouble. But if I was you I'd 
light out fast. It ain't healthy for you in these 
parts right now!" 

"I can't tear myself away from this all-fired 
beautiful sunset!" asserted Dusty. "Look yon- 
der. Feast your eyes on those blazing colors! 
I tell you, Ned, seeing that makes a man think. 
It makes you realize that there's a mighty 
Power up yonder somewhere. I'd sure hate to 
have murder on my soul and go to face a 
Power like that!" 

Ned became pale, shaking, almost hysterical. 
"Stop it! Stop it!" he cried. "All right. I'll 
confess. I killed Barley. He discovered I was 
using a marked deck. I had to kill him. You 
know what those gamblers would have done 
to me if it got out. And you were leaving 
town. It was easy to put the blame on you!" 

Ned's eyes flared with a demoniac light as 
the full red rays of the setting sun were upon 
them. He continued, "I didn't think it would 
hurt you. I didn't think you were ever coming 
back. And then, last night, I saw you in my 
cabin. I shot at you. If I had killed you, I'd 
have been clear!" 

He paused, and his lips twisted into a crook- 
ed smile. "And you're going to be dead right 
now!" 

HIS six-gun blazed. Dusty smashed a hard 
fist against his friend's chin. They 
grappled on the ground for a moment, then 
Dusty had the upper hand. 

"Plague it!" snarled Ned, groggily. "That 
blamed sun in my eyes made me miss." 

"Yes," said Dusty. "That sunset is real 
magic!" - 

THE END 



AOVItTltiMMT 




SHOES HELP YOU 60 FULL \ ^s^-^— ^ 
SPEEP LONGER] 



t. the all- important f-t *ri6id 
wedse helps keep the 
3 main supporting 

0ONES OF THE NORMAL 
FOOT IN PROPER. 
POSITION. 




. I'JSisf on "P-F" canvas 5 hoes mac?e oNLy 6/ &.F.&oodrlch and Hood Rubber Company 
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Arty LEGS HURT PROM WALKING/ T 
I'VE GOT TO (SET SOME REST AND 
GRUB BEFORE I COLLAPSE.' IP I HAP i 
A GUN, IT WOULD BE NO PROBLEM, BUT 
I GUESS I'LL HAVE TO DEPEND ON LUCK.' 
MAyBE THAT OLD TIMER 
/ILL HELP ME.' 



7i 




KEY STRANGER, 
WHAT ARE yUH 
MADE UP PER? 
ARE YUH GOING 
TO A COSTUME 
PARTY* 



COSTUME PARTY.' THAT 
GMV£S ME AN IPEA.' 




THIS IS SUPPOSED TO BE A 
SECRET, BUT YUH LOOK uiKt 
" HONEST MAN, SO 1'U.TAKE 
INTO MY CONFIDENCE.' I'M 
THE KiNG Of 
CELLMANIAJ 
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IT'LL BE YORE LAST NIGHT AS SOON AS 
I GET WHAT I STOPPED HVAR FER ' 

NO.' I'LL /WAKE yUH A KNIGHT 
AS SOON AS YUH GO INTO TOWN 
AND BRING BACK - ^fe^f 
THE THINGS I NEED' 



w 



I'LL 
GO RIGHT 
NOW.' 



J 



WELL, IF YUH SAy HE'S 
A KING, SQUINT/ I'LL 
LEND HIM SOME 
MONEy BUT J yuh HAVE MY 
I'LL HOLD YUH /word AS A 



HORTLY AFTER, IN TOWN. . . 



RESPONSIBLE 



r KNIGHT OF THE 
ROUND TABLE, 
yUH'LL BE PAID 
SACK AS SOON 
AS THE KING 
GETS HIS /MONEY/ 



j ALL RIGHT, SOU I NT Y I YUH HAVE 
I I'LL GIVE THE KING /MY WORD 
r/k$M> AND , so/ * E A KNIGHT 

lYORE CREDIT.' STABLE, YUH'LL 
BE PAID BACK AS 
SOON AS THE KING 
>GETS HIS /MONEY.' 



OKAY, SQUlNTy, HERE'S A 
HORSE PER THE KING BUT IP 
YUH KNOW WHAT'S GOOD 
FER YUH YUH BETTER. 
SEE TO IT THAT YUH 
£ GET PAID IN A JhavE MY 
COUPLE OF fAvORD A$ 
DAYS/ J KNIGHT OF 
THE ROUND 
TABLE, YUH'LL 
BE PAID BACK 
AS SOON AS 
THE KING GETS 
HISMOn'gy.' 




is. 
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£5hortlv after... 



EITHER X 
SET MY 
MONEy BACK, 
OR SQUINTy 
GOBS TO 



i want/vv/ \* 

HORSE OR I'LL N 
WANT N\S fAOmy) BEND SQUINTy 
GRUB 





I DON'T ICNOW WHAT COULD HAVE 
HAPPENED TO /MAKE THEM WANT TO 
COLLECT SO SOON, 6UT THEy SOUND 
AS IF THEy MEAN BUSINESS/ 
I'D BETTER GET THE KING TO 
TALK TO THEAA.' 





HE'S GQMEi HE MUST 
HAVE CLIMBED OUT OF 
THE WINDOW AND 
DOWN THOSE 
SHEETS.' 




CAN'T UNDERSTAND WHAT'S 
(SOINSON, BUT SOMETHI "" 




IT OUT OF 
BEFORE 
ARRIVE 







'am 




iV 
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